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How may full-sail'd verse express.
How may measured words adore

The full-flowing harmony
Of thy swan-like stateliness,

Eleanore ?

The luxuriant symmetry
Of thy floating gracefulness,

Eleanore ?

Every turn and glance of thine.
Every lineament divine,

Eleanore,

And the steady sunset glow5
That stays upon tliee ?   For in thee

Is nothing sudden, nothing single;
Like two streams of incense free
Prom one censer, in one shrine,
Thought and motion mingle,
Mingle ever.    Motions flow
To one another, even as tho'
They were modulated so
To an unheard melody,
Which lives about thee, and a sweep

Of richest pauses, evermore
Drawn from each other mellow-deep ;
Who may express thee, Eleanore ?

I stand before thee, Eleanore;
I see thy beauty gradually unfold,
Daily and hourly, more and more.
I muse, as in a trance, the while
Slowly, as from a cloud of gold,
Comes out thy deep ambrosial smile.
I muse, as in a trance, whene'er
The languors of thy love-deep eyes
Float on to me.    I would I were
So tranced, so rapt in ecstasies,